FOR 

SET  TO  MUSIC  AMD  DEDICATED  TO 

The  Order  of 


IN  THE  UNITED  STATES. 


J.  A.  Wagenseller,  Printer,  23  North  Sixth  St. 
1874. 

Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  1872,  by  th© 
Exp:cut:yk  Committek  of  the  National  Grange, 
P.  of  II.,  in  the  office  of  the  Librarian  of 
Cougress,  at  Washington,  D.  G, 


4 


— S:  Sr—St—  ^ 

come,   come   a  -  way,  Come 

,  come,  our     bo  -  cial 
^      ^  ^ 

Lj; — ^ — 1, 

I' — ^ 

* — 

2  The  bright  day  is  gone,  the  moon  and  stars  appearicp^, 
With  silver  light  illume  the  night, 
O  come,  come  away. 
Come,  join  your  prayers  with  ours  ;  address 
Kind  Heaven,  our  peaceful  Grange  to  bless, 
And  crown  all  with  success — 

O  come,  come  away  5 


brii 

igus 

fort 

h  From  East,  West,  South  and  North, In  prou 

3  arra 

i  k-t- 

Bless  Thon  onr  efforts  here, 
Each  drooping  spirit  cheer, 

And  care  beguile ; 
Wipe  Thou  away  each  teaVy — 
Cement  in  Friendship y  dear, — 
Removing  every  fear 

From  those  who  toil ! 

A.  B.  CURET. 


OUE  PROTECTOE. 


p 


We      bless  Thee  for      fra  •  ter  -  nal  love,  That 


2  Our  Father,  In  this  evening  hour, 

We  cast  our  cares  in  trust  on  Thee — 
Whatever  storms  without  may  lower, 

Be  peace  within,  and  make  us  free  ! 
Aud  when  life's  joys  and  toils  are  o'er, 

And  evening  gathers  on  our  sky. 
Our  circle  broke — this  Grange  no  more — 

^h,  may  we  meet  and  sing  on  high. 


(Altered  from  S.  S.  CuTTiNa.) 


8  CLOSING,   p.      P.  M. 

Words  by  Bishop  Hebm. 
Ritoluto,  0.  W.  0. 


God,  that  madest  earth  and  heaT'n  Darkness  an 

i  light— 

, .  J  J  :\  j  ■  J 

-  '  W    *  ■  ■■  "  • 
/May  thine  an-gel  ^ 
VSlumber  sweet  thy 

.  ,i ,.  m. — 1 

lards  de-fe 
mer  -  cy  m 

L  *  f-  1 

nd  us,  \ 

jnd  us,  /Ho-lydre 

r  -11 1  M 

ams  and 

r  t 

hopes   at  -  tend  ns     This      lire  -  long  night. 


PARTING  HYMN.  9 

Words  by  A,  B.  Currt. 


Brotl 

1-  ers      and  sis  -  ters, 
r-J-  S— J— 

DOW     we    must  Give 

»   ■  |W  ^  

-U—  ■ —  iP"  U  ^ 

each    the  part-icg-  hand,    Be  -  seech  -  h 

D.  s.    And  make    us  pure  as 


END. 


whom   we  tiust,  To 
Pa  -  TRONS  were  In 
^. .          ^  ^ 

^  :  -g-— ^- — 

free  -  ly  hless  our 
the  days  of  "AuM  Lan 

land 
g  Syne 

,. 

^  9 

hless  the  Grange  assembled  here, Our  hearts  to  Him  incline. 


- 

— M 

a*  

10 


COME  PATRONS. 


LABOBEB, 


{Sins^  one  or  both,  verses  while  candidate 
to  Lecturer  on  first  entrance,) 


conducted 


1.  Come,  Patrons  as  -  sem  -  bled  to    bow  at  our  shrine, 
-1^   -i^  -iO- 


Who  walk  by  the  plow,  or  take  pride  in  ,  the  vine, 


Sweet  hope  shall  light  on  to 

J^,-r  -r   


faj    bet  -  ter  clime. 


While  traveling  in   love  on    the  green  lawn  of  time, 

1^  .r  -f:  T 


2  We'll  seek  m  onr  labors  the  Spirit  divine, 
Our  faith  to  renew  and  our  heart  to  refine ; 
ALd  thus  to  our  members  a  tribute  we'll  bring, 
While  jomed  in  true  friendship  our  anthem  we'll  sing. 


BE  FAITHFUL 

{Aftf.r  ohlio-ation. ) 


Be     faith-  fiil,  O    pa  -    iron,  lliy  pro  -  mise  ob- 

,7^  f-  ^  ,^  -r  -f-   --ft 


serve !  Mav  truth  to  each  oth  -    er  our  uii  -  ion  pre- 


serve  !  Keep  each  ob  -  li  -  ga  -  tion  a     gem      of  thy 


-mt-    -m-    -Gf-  -m- 


1  1 

soul,  'Mid  ev  -  ery  temp-ta  -  tion  un-tarnished  and  whole! 


{TJiu  verse  as  candidate  returns  and  passes  arowid 
to  Overseer.) 


See  order  and  beauty  rise  gently  to  view  ; 
Each  brother  and  sister  so  perfect  and  true. 
When  oi-der  shall  cease  and  when  temples  decay, 
May  each,  fairer  Granges,  immortal,  survey. 


12  GOD  OF  THE  UNIVERSE. 


J  ^ 

sown  with  8U1 

18  tl 

le 

fields    of     space,  Rotind 

1 

' — T '  t  F 

i — d 

which,  0  -  be 

y  -  in 

r 

Thy    com  -  mand,  Un 

GOD  OP  THE  UNIVBESB. 


13 


num  -  bered  worlds  ful   -    fil      their  race,  Un 


P 


2  How  vast  the  region  where  Thy  will 
Existence,  form  and  order  ^ivos! 
Pleased  the  wide  cup  with  joy  to  fill, 
For  all  that  grows,  and  feels,  and  lives 
4  Lord,  while  we  thai.k  Thee,  let  us  le^im 
Beneficence  to  all  below ; 
Those  praise  Thee  best  whose  bosoms  bum 
Thy  gifts  on  others  to  bestow. 

Wm,  Tatlos, 


14  HAPPY  ARE  WE. 


— — 2 — 

I.  Happy  are 

we  to-niglit  frieuds, Happy,  happy  are 

A  ^ 

— ^=^-1 — 

1   

-1 — ^ 

we ;  The 

hearts  that  Ti  e     de  - 

r-:^ 

Ught,  friends,  With 

13 


EE 


US     may  hap  -  py 


be.          Friends  should'laugh  with 


^3 


1  ^ 


s    1  N 

— ^-1 

—  m 

=s — 1~ 

5^ 

those  who  laugh,  And  sigh  for  those  in    pain;  The 


HAPPY  ABE  WE.  |5 


1=^ 

-P  J  - 

n.  c. 

most  of  us  have 

met  be  -  fore,  And 
^  ^  ^ 

w—z:W — — nr-r  • 
now  we  meet  a  - 

m 

H— t-^ 

2  Many  will  be  the  mile,  friends, 

Many,  many  the  mile. 
That  we  shall  rove  and  smile,  friends, 

With  friends  we  ne'er  beguile. 
The  voices  we  have  often  heard, 

And  faces  we  have  met, 
Like  tones  of  sweetest  melody, 

We  never  can  forget. 
Happy  are  we  to-night,  friends, 

Happy,  happy  are  we  ; 
The  hearts  that  we  delight,  friends, 

With  us  may  happy  be. 

(Slow  and  with  feeling.) 

3  Weary  we  may  return,  friends. 

Weary,  weary  at  last, 
But  memory  will  learn,  friends, 

To  love  the  happy  past. 
Age  may  bring  us  gloomy  hours. 

And  time  may  make  us  sad  ; 
Bnt  we  to-night  are  free  from  care, 

And  all  our  hearts  are  glad. 
(Spirited.)  Happy  are  we  to-night,  friends, 

Happy,  happy  are  we ; 
The  hearts  that  we  delight,  frie::  is. 

With  us  may  happy  be. 


16  WELCOME.  SISTER. 

MAID. 

{^As  candidate  enters,  the  following :) 


V 

 : 

Velcome,  si 

3  -  ter,  to  on 

-  ^ 



r  Or 

der; 

We        shall    need  your   help  and 
•        -|«p-  -|»- 

care. 

— t  5 — ^  -u    P  ■■  I 

WELCOME,  SISTER. 
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You  s 

jail  have  a     right-  ful 

share.     Wel  -  ?onie, 

wel  •  come,     Wel  -  come, 
0  ..  f:   ....        ..  * 

wel  -  come,     Hea  -  ver 

!  

bless  you,  is    our  prayer.  Welcome, 

welcome,  Welcome, 

1          5  ^E^ 

-5-  3 

v^pI  -  come,  Hea  -  ven 

bless  you,  is  our 

prayer. 

i 

h 

I 

'8  WELCOME  SONG. 

Close  of  Degree.) 


1.  We  bid  you  here  welcome  to  al  -  tar  and  heart~We 


■"I     1  1 

bid  you  here 

^=^-8^  S  

wel-  come,  to 
r3  ^  

'^^r—^— si- 
shrine  and  to 

hall—  We 

rr^ — 

4— h--" 

WELCOME  SONG. 
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Reapers,  aud  Fruiters,  and    Florists,    re  -  joice,  And 


here  in  thanksgiv-ing  all    lift   up    the    voice ;  Oh, 


,  ,  ,  =s= 

sing   the  high  -  cho  -  rus — the    cho  -  rus    of       joy  ! 


2  We'll  sing  of  the  grain  that  graces  our  shrine — 
Well  sing  of  the  fruits  of  the  .tree  and  the  vine — 
We'll  sing  of  the  flowers  of  garden  and  wood — 
All  teaching  the  lesson,  "Our  Father  is  good." 
Thus  ever  frora  gift  to  the  giver  should  rise 
Our  thanks  for  the  hlessings  Hia  wisdom  supplies  , 
And  ever  should  we  His  protection  implore. 
Whose  power  is  dispensing  His  love  evermore. 


20  WELCOME  TO  OUR  BAND. 

oui;nvAToiu 


{As  candidate  enters :) 


band,  \  " 
hand,  /  Whilst  our  Or  -  der,  Reared  in  Love,  shall  er  -  er  j 


stand,  Whilst  our  Or  dtr,Rc 

ared  in  love  shall  or  -  er  stand. 

L_p — ^ — ^ — ^ — * 

Mr  ^ 

21 


CTJLTIVATOIU  p.  11.     HARVESTER,  p.  14.  j 

( Gomg  from  0.  to  L. :)  I 


—it-* 

great  r 

e  -  ward  for 

si  4 
a  -  b 

^  j^—zl:^:  £ 

or.  No  work  o 

ffends  Or 

m 

want  at  -  tends  The   kind,  true-  heart- ed  neigh  -  bor. 
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COME  AT  THE  CALL. 


beav- en   smil-ing  o'er  us,  We   all     n-  nite,  With 


Repeat  at  pleasure. 


warm  de  -  light)  To    sing  the    far  -  mar's  cho  -  rus. 


'2  Then  come  to  the  plain 
Where  the  waving  grain 

Awaits  us  with  our  neighbor, 
And  the  bounteous  yield 
Of  the  harviest  field 

Will  repay  us  for  our  labor. 
Then  here  to-day, 
Our  hearts  so  gay, 

And  heaven  smiling  o'er  us, 
We  all  unite, 
With  warm  delight, 

To  sing  the  farmers  chorus. 


SOWING  AND  REAPING. 

(After  Master's  Lecture  on  planting  the  seed:) 


23 


(Are  we  sow  -  in^  seeds  of  kind  -  ness  ? 
Are  we  sow  -  iiig  seeds  of  dis  -  cord  ? 
Are     we      sow  -  iDg    seeds  of      false  -  hood  ? 


i 


They  shall  blossom  bright  ere  long.  \ 

They  shall  ri  -  pen  in  -  to   wrong./Are  we  sowing 

We  shall  yet  reap  bit  -  ter  pain. 


of  hon  -  or  ?  They  shall  bring  forth  golden  grain. 


(On  going  to  Master  to  be  instructed  in  the  me  of-  the  tooU  :  / 


We  can  never  be  too  careful 

What  the  seed  our  hands  shall  sow  ; 
Love  from  love  is  sure  to  ripen, 

Hate  from  hate  is  sure  to  grow. 
Seeds  of  good  or  ill  we  scatter 

Heedlessly  along  our  way  ; 
But  a  glad  or  grievous  fruitage 

Waits  OS  at  the  harvest  day. 


24  SOW  THY  SEED. 

SHEPHBEDEss.  p.  13  &  14,  or  p,  39. 

L»  MA80K.  1830. 


1.  Sow     in       the  m 

orn 

thy  s 

>eed :  At 

g — ^ 

h^'  j- 

eve  hold  not  thj  hand;  To     doubt  and  fear  give 


2  And  duly  shall  appear, 

In  verdure,  beauty,  strength, 
The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear. 
And  the  full  com  at  length. 

Montgomery 


(After  Chaplain's  Charge; 

Tune  on  page  6. 
Nay,  speak  no  ill !  a  kindly  word 

Can  never  leave  a  sting  behind  ; 
Then  let  us  reach  a  higher  mood, 

The  noblest  summit  of  the  mind  ; 
For  life  is  but  a  passing:  day. 

To  the  oldest  how  brief  its  span  ; 
Then  in  the  little  time  we  stay 

Let's  speak  of  all  the  best  we  can. 


60  SYMPATHIZE.  *  25 

^ Close  of  Degree.) 

Haydn. 


.   0.  b  Ur>  .  !  1^  1"^  

Go,     glad  -  ly,  with  ti 

ue 

sympa-thy,  Where 

1  ^ 
J.,      JS..     N.,    J      J^J'  f 

want's  pale  vie  -  tims  pine,     And   bid    Ufe's  sweetfi^t 


■-^f — 

^ AfUr  Lecturer :) 

S  M. — OlmutZy  Mornington  or  Olney.    p.  24. 

Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain. 
Cold,  heat,  and  moist  and  dry, 

Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain, 
ITor  gamers  in  the  sky. 


26    HARVEST  SONG,  or  HARVEST  TIME. 

Von  WiBiB. 

-5  ,  pi^  fgt- 


I.  Come,  Autamn^  crown'd  with  ri  -  pened  grain  And 


1^  y  y 


y  y  IT 


A=  *  ' 


I  r 

fniita    of  rich  -  est      fla   -    vors,  With  notes  of 

~S  *~ 


I  .  I 


-Y—r 


I 


joy    we    hail   a  -   gain  The  sea  -  son  of  thy 


Our   hearts   and      roi  -  ces 


HABTEST  SONQ,  OB  HAfiVEST  TIME.  27 


»         f  1 

strike  the 

'  -J-  d- 

chime,  The 

J 

har  -  vest 

2  The  naryest  snn,  how  bright  at  noon, 
His  richest  radiance  throwing  I 
And,  oh,  how  bright  the  harvest  moon, 
As  she  with  joy  is  glowing  I 
||:  And  fain  with  ua  would  strike  the  chime, 
The  harvest  time,  the  harvest  time.  :|| 


3  Our  land  is  broad,  we've  every  clime, 
And  all  some  gift  possessing ; 
And  all  enjoy  the  harvest  time, 
That  makes  each  gift  a  blessing ; 
||:  Then  let  our  hearts  and  voices  chime, 
The  harvest  time,  the  harvest  time.  :| 


THE  YELLOW  CORN.  23 
CHORUS.  .  ^ 


2  As  summer  days  grow  long  and  warm, 

Aronnd  the  laborer's  cot, 
And  flocks  and  herds  on  all  the  farm, 

Seeks  some  more  sheltered  spot, 
The  farmer  still,  with  patient  toil, 

By  faith  and  hope  upborne. 
From  day  to  day  he  stirs  the  soil, 

And  hoes  the  growing  com. — Cho^ 

3  When  Autumn  comes  with  tinted  skies, 

And  falling  leaves  proclaim 
The  harvest  time,  the  farmer  hies 

With  ardor  still  the  same, 
To  gather  in  from  tree  and  field  » 

The  ripened  fruit,  from  storm 
Secures  his  crops,  and  counts  the  yield 

In  bushels  of  golden  corn. — Cho. 

4  Old  Winter  comes  with  roaring  blast, 

And  drifting  snow  and  storm, 
The  flocks  and  herd*  secure  and  fast 

In  well  closed  bams  are  warm. 
The  farmer  by  his  fire  at  ease 

May  sit,  and  laugh  to  scorn 
The  howling  of  the  wintery  breeze, 

And  sell  his  surplus  com. — Cho, 


30  THE  BEAUTIFUL. 

dose  of  Degree,  p.  10.   Passing  from  L.  to  Ohap,  p.  20. 


M  1 

1  ^ 

Oh! 

L-3  J — 5— 

no\      in  the 

out  -  ward 

world 

a 

■+ — F-J 

lone    May  the 

b 

s — ^-1^ 

eau  -  ti  •  ful 

L_W  J — i 

be       to  the 

soul    made  known ;  In      its     far     depths,  in  its 


32  CERES.  POMONA,  FLORA. 

( Close  of  Degree:) 


1 

1  n"s 

^         ^  > 

1.  Heartilv  let  us  join  in 

3 

singir 

e,  Heart 

ilT.  0 !  heartilv, 

^          ^  ^ 

*  * 

 3  i 

J     1   .  N  S  S 

0! 

Nature  e'er  with  joy  is  i 

inging,  Merrily 

T— 
0  !  merrilv, 

£^ 

LjZ — 1 

1     1     ^  ' 

! 

s 

s 

r-L— , 

( 

3  !  Heart  a 

9  '     9      ^  * 

free  domain  e 

h    ^  ! 

m 

r  -  ei 

craveth,  Where  the 

'-t 

CEEES,  POMONA,  FLORA. 
Aper  last  verse. 


33 


J ov-ful-ly — gratefully — hap-pi-  ly —  hearti  -  ly  cheer-i  -  ly 


Mer-ri-ly,   O!     CheerMy,  O!     Merri-ly,  O! 


2  Beautiful  fruit  Pomona  groweth, 
Beautiful,  O !  beautiful,  O  I 
And  her  varied  bounty  showeth. 
Merrily,  O  !  merrily,  O  ! 
In  the  orchard  fine  she  delighteth, 
And  to  bush  and  vine,  taste  inviteth, 
While  the  song  of  joy  there  floweth, 
Merrily,  O  I  merrily,  O ! 


Z  Towering  trees  in  wood  were  o'er  m. 
Towering,  O  !  towering,  O ! 
Flowers  springing  up  before  us, 
Merrily,  O  !  merrily,  O ! 
Everywhere  are  found  happy  voices, 
Garden,  lawn  or  wood — earth  rejoices, 
We  will  join  Creation's  chorus, 
Merrily.  O  1  merrily-  O  ' 


34   CLIMG  TO  HIM  WHO  CLINGS  TO  YOU. 

HUSBANDMAN. 

(A7iy  of  the  following,  or  parts  of  them  may  he  tised  in 
this  Degree :) 


$ 


1 .  Their  are  mau  -  y  friends  of  sum  -  nier, 
D.  c.   On       the  broad  ]n<?h-  way     of       ac  -  tion 


si 


Who  are  kind  whil 
Friends  of  worth  are 

e  flow-  ers  bk 
far   and  f( 

-r  -r 

9  

>om 
2W ; 
p- 

;  But  when  win-ter 
So  wlien  one  has 

pg-:  C  f  1"  ■ 

EXD. 


chills  the  blossoms    Tbey  de  -  part  witt 
proved  his  friendship.  Cling  to  him  who 

I  the  perfume, 
clings  to  rou. 

— 

9— — jfl 

?i — r — H 

^ — ' 

-  r 

CliINO  TO  HIM  WHO  CLINGS  TO  T0T7. 
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Friends  of  worth  are  far  and    few ;    So  when  one  has 


D.C. 


proved  his  friendship,  Cling  to    him  who  clings  to  you. 


2  Do  not  harshly  jud^e  your  neighbor — 

Do  not  deem  his  life  untrue, 
If  he  makes  no  great  pretentions, 

Deeds  are  great,  though  words  are  few  ; 
Those  who  stand  amid  the  tempest, 

Firm  as  when  the  skies  are  blue, 
Will  be  friends  while  life  eudureth — 

Cling  to  those  who  cling  to  you. 


3  When  you  see  a  worthy  brother 
Buffeting  the  stormy  main, 
Lend  a  helping  hand  fraternal 

Till  he  reach  the  shore  again. 
Don't  desert  the  old  and  tried  friend 

When  misfortunes  come  in  view, 
For  he  needs  true  friendship's  comfortft— 
Cling  to  those  who  clin^  to  you. 

Dexter  Smith,  Boston. 


36    CLING  TO  HIM  WHO  CLINGS  TO  YOU. 

G.  F.  Root. 

[Root  &  Cadt.]    Address  Brainakd  &  Sons,  Cleveland,  O. 


I.  Their  are 

1      1^    •  U- 

ma  -  uy  friends  of  t 
f'-f  

u  5 

5um  -  mer,  Wlio  are 

CLING  TO  HIM  WHO  CLINGS  TO  YOU.  37 

Chorus. 


4 — g5  p"  r — 1 

him  who  clings  to 

J  '  -..0  M  

you.     On  tlie  br 

Dad  hio^h  -  way  o 

1* 

f 

I. 

ac  -  tion  Friends  of 

worth  are  far  and 

few ;   So  when 

4       N  - 

one  ha??  proved  his  friendship, Clin^  to  t 

t)0se  who  cling  to 
m    ^  0 

\  ou 

i 

 U— 

2  Do  not  harshly  jud?e  your  neig^hbor — 

Do  not  deem  his  life  untrue, 

If  he-makes  no  great  pretentions, 
Deeds  are  great,  tliough  words  are  few  ; 

Those  who  stand  amid  the  tempest. 
Firm  as  when  the  skies  are  blue, 

Will  be  friends  wliile  life  en  dure  th— 
Cling  to  those  who  cling  to  you. 

3  When  you  see  a  worthy  brother 

Buffeting  the  stormy*main. 
Lend  a  helping  hand  fraternal 

Till  he  reach  the  shore  again. 
Don't  desert  the  old  and  tried  friend 

When  misfortunes  come  in  view, 
For  he  needs  true  friejidship's  comforts — 

Cling  to  those  who  chng  to  you. 

Dexter  Smith,  Boston. 


38  THANKSGIVING. 

Words  by  Brettill,  ViTOA 


1.  The  last  full    wain       has  come —  has  come! 

-TV 


r        n   ^  . 

And  brought  the 

g 

old  -  en 

I 

lar    -  vest 

home; 

The 

CP  5 

la   •  bors 

of  the 

jear  are 

done — 

'  r  i 

THANKSGIVINa. 


m     m  5 

Ac  -  cept  oar 

1*     1*  p 

thanks,  All 

boun  -  etous 

One  I 

'J  r  ' 

2  For  the  green  Spring,  her  herbs  and  flowers ; 
For  the  warm  Summer's  blooming  bowers ; 
For  all  the  fruits  that  flush  the  boughs, 
When  russet  Autum  decks  her  brows 


3  l?'or  the  bright  sun^  whose  fervid  ray 
Ripens  ihe  com  and  cheers  the  day; 
For  the  round  moon,  whose  mellow  ligirt 
Gilds  the  long  labors  of  the  night ; 


4  For  the  rich  sea  of  shining  grain, 
That  spreads  its  waves  o'er  hill  and  plain ; 
For  the  cool  breeze,  whose  light  wings  fan 
The  weary  suu-bumt  husbandman ; 


5  For  the  soft  herbapre  of  the  soil ; 
For  ruddy  health,  the  child  of  toil; 
For  all  the  good  the  year  displays, 
Accept,  O  God,  our  gratefal  praise. 
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NOW,  PATRONS  FREE. 


Most  resp'»ctfully  inscribed  to  Dakota  Gran^'e,  Nc.  15,  P,  d1 
by  the  author. 


,  /No-.v,  P 
'•VWe'll  si 


Pa 


trons  free,  of  each  de  -  (rree  Who 
of      hea  -  veil's  gra  -  cious  plan,  To 


fill  this  spacious 
cheer  the  good  and 


hall.  We'll  join 
hrave,   The  true 


^      I  ]^ 

in  joy  •  IliI 
and  hou  -  est 


NOW.  PATEONS  FREE. 
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2  He  turns  his  furrows  deep  and  straight, 
His  honest  bread  to  gain, 
With  heart  elate,  he  doth  await 
The  sunshine  and  the  rain  , 
In  faith  he  scatters  wide  his  seed. 

He  deems  the  promise  true, 
And  trusts  that  heaven  for  his  need, 
Will  send  the  kindly  dew. 
Hurrah  I  Hurrah  !  Most  trustful  on  the  sod 
Is  tLe  true  and  honest  husbandman,  the  noblest  work  of 
God. 


3  And  when  the  harvest  crowns  his  paina. 

Who  then  so  glad  as  he  ? 
As  grateful  thinking  o*er  his  gains, 

He  bends  a  thankful  knee. 
With  heart  so  light,  his  eye  so  bright. 

With  glances  kindly  range 
O'er  brothers  of  the  mystic  rite. 
The  **Patrons  of  the  Grange." 
Hurrah  !  Hurrah  !  The  happiest  on  the  sod 
Is  the  true  and  honest  husbandman,  the  noblest  work  ol 
God. 

Farminoton,  Mm  CATsirin. 
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SONG  TO  THE  PLOW. 


Respectfully  inscribed  to  Dakota  Grange,  No.  15,  P.  of  H  ,  by 
the  author 


1.  A         song  to  the  plow,  the  brave  old  plow, That  hath 
For     life  and  good  fare  on  his  strong  steel  share  Shall  de- 


ruled  the  wide  world  o'er,\ 

pend  for  -  ey  -  er-more  ;/Thereis8t 

rength  in  his  beam,  as  the 

'M  ""i^ 

 Ltf — ^ — — W— iP 

* — ^ 

toil-ing  team  Turns  the  fur-row  so  long  and  deep,  While  it 


— * 

me 

1  -  lows  the  sod,   we  have 

trust  i 

!f  ^  1 

n   our  God  1 

hat  His 

i-r  J.J  w 

promise  He  surely  will  keep.  Then  a  health  to  the  plow,  to  the 
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brave  old  plow,  Who  hath  fed  all  the  nations  gone  ;  And  glory  as 


now  to  the  brave  old  plow,When  a  thousand  years  have  flown. 


2  Thou  hast  seen  the  time  when  no  pealing  chime 

Was  heard  the  wide  worid  through  , 
When  the  King's  broad  hall  and  the  cottage  small 

Of  a  Christmas  never  knew. 
And  many  a  day,  along  the  highway, 

Have  hundreds  starving  lain, 
They  are  dead,  they  are  gone,  to  earth's  bosom  borB«, 

But  the  plow  it  still  doth  reign. 
Then  God  speed  the  plow,  the  brave  old  plow, 

Who  hath  fed  all  the  nations  gone, 
And  glory  as  now  to  the  brave  old  plow 

When  a  thousand  years  have  flown. 


8  Thou  hast  seen  the  time  in  many  a  clime, 

When  the  bread  was  hard  to  win, 
When  both  great  and  small,  at  hunger's  call, 

W ere  led  into  deadly  sin  : 
But  th  )U  ne'er  can'st  say  thou  hast  seen  the  day 

When  want  bowed  the  strong  man's  head, 
The  righteous  man's  seed,  in  his  greatest  need. 

Ever  begged  for  his  daily  bread. 
Then  God  speed  the  plow,  the  grand  old  plow, 

Who  hath  fed  all  the  nations  gone  ^ 
And  may  glory  as  now  encircle  the  plow 

Wben  a  thousand  years  have  fiowQ. 


2  In  April,  when  nature  is  waking, 

And  blue  birds  are  first  on  the  wing, 
His  plow  now  the  fallows  are  breaking, 

Whence  beautiful  harvest  shall  spring  ; 
Then  broadcast  along  the  brown  furrow, 

We  hasten  the  good  seed  to  sow  ; 
0,  the  farmer,  the  farmer  forever, 

Three  cheers  for  the  plow,  spade  and  hoe 


3  When  Summer  in  beauty  is  glowing. 
With  fresh  early  morn  he's  away, 
And  skillfully  guides  he  the  mowing, 
Or  tosses  the  sweet-scented  hay  ; 
Then  easts  him  at  noon  at  the  brook  side, 

Where  gaily  its  bright  waters  flow  ; 
0,  the  farmer,  the  farmer  forever. 
Three  cheers  for  the  plow,  spade  and  hoe  ! 


But  when  in  the  clear  Autumn  weather 

He  reaps  the  reward  of  his  care; 
So  busy  and  joyful  together. 

What  monarch  with  him  can  compare  ? 
His  barns  running  over  with  plenty, 

His  trees  with  their  fruit  bending  low, 
O,  the  farmer,  the  farmer  forever. 

Three  cheers  for  the  plow,  spade  and  hoe  ! 


f  Then  sing  me  the  life  of  a  farmer. 

With  comfort  and  health  in  his  train. 
And  heed  not  the  voice  of  the  charmer, 

That  whispers  of  speedier  gain  ; 
With  all  the  rich  treasures  'tis  teeming. 

That  Heaven  on  its  child  can  bestow, 
0,  the  farmer,  the  farmer  forever, 

Three  cheers  for  the  plow,  spade  and  hoe  I 
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{Going  from  L.  to  O.:) 

Tune  —  Page  18. 

The  breezes  that  blow  o'er  the  broad  fields  of  com 

Is  music  to  them  who  of  spirit  are  bora  ; 

Tlie  blossoms  that  blow  on  the  tree  and  the  viue. 

Direct,  by  their  beauty,  to  wisdom  divine  ; 

The  voices  unite,  unite  to  impart 

A  lesson  of  trust  to  the  lonely  af  heart, 

And  soundinp:  from  earth  to  the  kingfdom  above, 

li  heard  the  high  anthem  of  gladness  of  love. 


GOOD  BYE. 

(As  Granse  joins  hands. ) 

^  Come,Patrons,  let  us  join  our  hajids  Around  our  sacred  shrine. 


We  pledge  to  each  fra-ter-  nal  love  As  sa-  cred  and  di  -  Tine. 
In  love,  in  truth  and  chart  -  ty  The  pledge  ycu  gave  us  now. 


( Chorus,  after  Master :) 


We  pledge  fi- del  -  i  -  ty,     Hold  fast  un- to    your  vow; 
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LABOR. 


L,  MA8oir. 


1  'Tis  toil  that  o  -  ver  nature  Gives  man  his  proud  con- 


trol,  And 

in 

I  -  ri 

-  fies  s 

md 

hal  -  lo 

 0 

ws  The 

1  (L 

temple 

of 

lis 

'  r"  ""1 

=^=^ 

1  J  L[ 

>^ 

M- 

9ouK  It    startles  1 

oul  di 

3-  e? 

IS  -  es, 

1 — ^ 

With  al 
_^ai  a 

'     r  ^-^ 

1  their  ghastly 
f    1^    m  ftf 

-J  1 — 14 — 

1  train  ,  Puts  i  -  ron  in  the 

g-|J-L 

muscle,  And  ( 

crystal  in  the  I 

1 

)rain 

!■  — t— 1 — 1 — 1 — |— 

— t— H 

2  The  Grand  Almighty  Builder, 
Who  fashioned  out  the  earth, 
Hath  stamped  his  seal  of  honor 
On  Labor  from  her  birth. 
In  every  angel  flower 

That  blossoms  from  the  aodl, 
Behold  the  master  touches — 
Thb  handiwo&s  of  Go». 


AS  WE  MAKE  IT. 
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I.  We     must  not  hope  to     b«     mow-ers,  And  to 


— I-  '  ■  m— —  i©-^^^ 


gath-er  the  ripe,  gold  ears,     Un  -  less  we  have  first  been 


— 1  

^ — u — ^ 

sow  -  ers,  And 

watered  1 

he  fur  -  rows 

with  tears. 

L-j  1— 

2  It  is  not  just  as  we  take  it — 
This  mystical  world  of  ours  : 
Life  s  field  will  yield,  as  we  make  it, 
A  harvest  of  thoras  or  flowers  I 
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 1 

s — § — 

eaves  a    calm  Up  - 

'  r  ^'  ^  \ 

on  life's  boisterous 
^      -a  ^ 

^  -5-  *— ' 

riv  -  er.  O, 

1  t 

'  r  r"  g  1 

' — t — 1 — r— ' 

'  9 

gen  -    tie      words   are     nev  •   er       lost,     How  - 
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love  are  they  A  - 

J  J  J  r  1 

bout    our  path  -  Tvaj 

gleaming. 
1^  1 

— "  r 

^ — ? — r 

— r 

THE  GOOD  TIME  COMING. 


1  The  burden Jof  a  fiood  old  song 

Says,  '^better  days  are  cominff;" 
And  though  we  waited  somewhat  long, 
We  still  the  tune  keep  humming. 

2  They  are  not  past,  that  all  admit ; 

Few  think  them  yet  begun, 
Which  makes  the  proof  but  clearer  yet 
That  they  are  still  to  come. 

3  For  if  'twas  true  so  long  ago, 

As  minstrels  all  allow, 
Tliough  they've  been  moving  very  si**vf 
They  must  be  close  by  now. 

4  Then  look  beyond  the  cloudy  skies 

Where  shines  the  future's  Pun, 
And  dry  the  tears  that  dim  tbp  «v«e 
And  sing  the  days  to  come. 


T— ^  ''''  ^ 

res 

^  -r 

to      warm      it ! 
..  ..  1 

Let  tJ 

jeir    com  -  fort 

49                   jgf                 f»  . 

— 

u  r 

hide  from  view 
f  fm — sf^  

3-  — 

kVin-  ters  that  de  - 

 1^  ' 

form  it. 

^ — i- — ^^--^ 

Hearts      as      froz  -  en 

as      your  own, 

M           m  ^ 

 ^                                               —-^  QI  

DO  TOUR  PAKT. 
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To    that  ra-diance  gath  -  er;       You  will  soon  for- 


get    to    moan,    Ah  !  the  cheerless    weath  -  er.  ** 


2  If  the  world's  a  wilderness, 

Go,  hiiild  hou^^es  in  it ! 
Will  it  help  your  loneliness 

On  the  wind  to  din  it? 
Raise  a  hut,  however  slight, 

Weeds  and  bramhles  smother, 
And  to  roof  and  meal  invite 

Some  forlorner  brother. 

3  If  the  world's  a  vale  of  tears, 

Smile  till  rainbows  span  it; 
Breathe  the  love  that  life  endears, 

Clear  from  clouds  to  fan  it. 
Of  your  gladness  lend  a  gleam 

Unto  souls  that  shiver ; 
Show  them  how  dark  Sorrow's  stream 

Blends  with  Hope's  bright  river 

Luoi  LviKCM^m 


64 


THINGS  REQUISITE, 


-itf-^ — d— »<  m-—:^  

1.  Have  a 

-fP-  |«9»- 

 — S —     '  ^  a) — 

tear  for  the  wretched — a  s 

nnle  for  the  glad  ; 

For  the  worthy,  applause — an  ex  -  cuse  for  tlie  bad ; 
Who  stray  from  the  path  where  true  hap-pi  -  ness  flows. 


i 


— F=  m — H^— 


,D.S 


Some  help  for  the  need  -  y — some  pit  -  y     for  those 


^ 


2  Have  a  laugh  for  the  child  in  her  play  at  thy  feet ; 
Have  respeet  for  the  aged  ;  and  pleasantly  greet 
The  stranger  that  seeketh  for  shelter  from  thee — 
Have  a  covering  to  spare  if  he  naked  should  be. 


3  Have  a  hope  in  thy  sorrow,  a  calm  In  thy  joy; 
Have  a  work  that  is  worthy  thy  life  to  employ  ; 
^ad  oh!  above  lA  thhigs  on  this  side  the  sod, 
Ajiave  peace  with  thy  conscience,  and  peace  with  thy  God. 


THE  GLEANER. 


1.  When  the  earth  is  crowned  with  fat-  uess,  And  the 
To    the  sic  -  kie    of     the    reap-  er,   Toil  -  ing 
D.  C'       -  erv  act     of    cheer-  ful    la  -  hor  Makes  her 


d"* — — ^ 


yel  -  low  harvest  yields  \  Mark  the  j^lad 

in     the  sun  -  nv  fields,  /Mark  the  "lad 
rich  -  er   than  he  -  fore. 

f-  -1^ 


con-  tent-ed 


2  Envy  not  thy  richer  neighbor, 

Though  he  owns  a  large  estate; 
Messengers  from  Heaven  coming 

Do  not  tarry  at  his  gate. 
Open  wide  the  cottage  lattice, 

Enters  in  the  balmy  air ; 
And  the  great  sun  brightly  shining, 

Glads  the  heart  that  worships  there. 

3  Golden  treasures  thickly  scatter'd. 

Strew  the  world's  great  surface  o'er 
Man  is  but  a  humble  gleaner, 

Finding  knowledge,  seeking  more  ; 
Step  by  step  he  plods  his  way, 

One  by  one  his  blessings  rise  , 
He  who  binds  his  store  together 

He  alone  is  truly  wise 
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L.  Thompson, 


A    I              •   1           w  1 

.  P  f;  L        1        N     1  1 

.  *    V  • 

Ma-  iiv  thousand 
'  •  i*  j  J 

stars  are  burninc 

1 

r  Brigbily  in  the 
^     m  ■ 

1  ' 

— r-^ 

b—^ — r  r  ' 

vault  of  Dight ;  Many  au  earth-worn  heart  is  yearning 
D.  s.  Wea-  ry  of     the  world's  sad  sto  -  ry, 


-r 


 1  u 

1  ^ 

J   5  ^ 

\ 

Upward,  with  a 
Ev  -  er  would  we 

fond  de  -  light, 
gaze  on  high. 

r'  c  r  i 

Stars  of  beau  -  ty, 

"  1 

stars  of    glo  -  ry,    Radiant  wanderers    of  the  sky  \ 
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FUNEEAL. 

C.  W.  Chapman. 


I-  p,  »  s  N  h 

Friend  after  frie 

Qd  dep^r 

ts!  Wholi 

is  not  lost  a  friend  ?  There  is  no 

union  here  of  hearts,  That  finds  not  here  an  end  !  Were  this  frail 


r—S  

world  our 

fi  -  nal  rest,  Living  or 
H«  ^  1 

•  i 

Jying,  none  were 

qtf—f—r — ^ 

blest. 

1 

1; 

2  Beyond  the  flight  of  time, 

Beyond  the  reign  of  death, 
There  surely  is  some  blessed  clime, 

Where  life  is  not  a  breath  ; 
Nor  life's  affections  transient  fire, 
Whose  sparks  fly  upward  and  expire. 

3  Thus  ''tar  by  star  declines, 

Till  all  are  passed  away, 
As  morning  high  and  higher  shines, 

To  pure  and  perfect  day  ; 
Nor  sink  those  stars  in  empty  night. 
But  hide  themselves  iu  heaven "s  own  light 


FORGET  NOT  THE  DEAD. 


1  Forget  cot  the  dead, who  have  loved,  who  have  left  us, Who 


bend  o'er  us  now  from  their  bright  homes  above  ;  But  be- 


^^^^ 


3. — ^- 


lieve — never  doubt — that  God  who  be  -  reft  us,  Per- 


h  1 

mits  them  to     min  -  g 

e  with 
h 

J-  3  -J- — 

friends  they  still  love.  Re- 

FOBGET  NOT  THE  DEAD. 
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— 1 

^r-f  ^ — ^-rn 

-  S 

pleas- ant- ly  of  them  who  left  us     in  tears  ;  0th -er 


^  -f'-^-^'l  ^   ^  ^  ^ 

•   ^           ^  •  *— iL  '-J — 5 — 3  ' 

joys  may  be  lost,  but  their  names  shall  uot  pe 

r  -  ish  While 

^^^^  i-V=^-^ 

* 

-   ..-H     -h.  - 

time  bears  our  feet  through  the  v 

al  -  ley    of  years. 

,  f— t  g  ^  Lt 

( 

2  Dear  friends  of  our  youth  !  can  we  cease  to  remember 
The  last  look  of  life  and  the  low  whispered  prayer  f 
O.  cold  be  our  hearts  as  the  ice  of  December, 

When  love's  tablets  record  no  remembrances  there. 
Then  forget  not  the  dead,  who  are  evermore  nigh  us 
Still  floating  sometimes  to  our  dream-haunted  bed 
•  In  the  loneliest  hour,  in  the  crowd,  they  are  by  us 
Forget  not  the  dead — O,  forget  not  the  dead. 


A  PSALM  OF  LIFE.  gj 


turn  -  est,       "Was      not  writ   -   ten      of      the  souL 


V  ■  ^=P= 


5i 

Tnist  nr 
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Fu  -  ture,  howe'er 

pleas-  ant !     Let  the 

 ^   7^-  ^ 

dead     past  bury  its 
1  .  ^ 

dead ! 

Act ! — act 

in      the    liv  -  ing 
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 ^  

Pres  -  ent  I    Heart  with 

-  in,  an 

i     God  o'er- 

head 

1 — ^  1  

^  ^-^ 

-r  -i  ^ 

2.  Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  ns 

We  can  make  our  lives  sublime, 
And,  departing,  leave  behind  us 

Footprints  on  the  sands  of  time; 
Footprints  that  perhaps  another. 

Sailing  o'er  life's  solemn  main, 
A  forlorn  and  shipTrreck'd  brother 

Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again. 
Let  us,  then,  be  up  and  doing, 

With  a  heart  for  any  fate  \ 
Still  achieving,  still  pursuing, 

Learn  to  labor  and  to  vrait. 
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;&rusic  by  Asa  Hull. 
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mas  -ter ; 

Quick  -  It,  toss  them 
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J  ^ 

e  fall  -  ing 

1 — — 1 
rain. 

1  

2. 

Done  at  last  the  lapping, 
Finished  up  the  capping 

On  the  rounded  stack. 
Homeward  go  we  singing, 
"Where  the  vines  are  swinging 

O'er  the  beaten  track. 

3. 

Shepherdess  and  Matron 
Greet  the  tired  Patron 

Welcome  to  the  feast ; 
Lamp-light  gaily  streaming, 
Moon-light  softly  beaming, 

Coming  from  the  east. 

4. 

"What  exquisite  pleasure, 
Gathering  in  the  treasure 

Of  the  fruitful  grange. 
Joys  like  these  shall  never 
Let  our  hearts  dissever — 

Time  shall  bring  no  change. 


64  PATRONS'  SOCIAL  SONG. 

Words  by  Mrs.  A.  Comstock,  Iowa. 

1.  Brothers  and    sis  -  ters,  Patrons  dear,  We've 
I     >     ^  I 


met  for  sweet  con 

 #  w       p  ^ 

jnion  ;  For 
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*  tie  that  binds  And  makes  a  per-  feet      u-  nion. 


1^ 


Then  while  we're  here  let's  ban-  ish  care,  Let 
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and 

pleas 

»ure,  The  ac 

[-  vocates  of 

i  

h  1 — • — 

 ^  — 1 

-r 

in-  dus-  trv,  We  sc( 
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9^  ^ 

2. 

No  honest  toiler  we  despise, 

Nor  do  we  shrink  from  labor, 
And  our  reward  is  rich  supplies 

Fresh  from  the  hand  of  Nature. 
Comes  Ceres,  bearing  golden  grain, 

Comes  Flora,  crown' d  with  flowers, 
Pomona  brings  the  mellow  fruit, 

And  blessings  on  us  showers. 

3. 

AVe'll  plow,  and  sow,  and  reap,  and  mow, 

And  gather  into. garners  ; 
Nor  scorn  with  toil  our  liands  to  soil, 

Tho'  monarchs  we,  the  Farmers. 
Brothers  and  sisters.  Patrons  dear, 

We've  met  for  sweet  communion  ; 
For  'tis  the  social  tie  that  binds, 

And  makes  a  perfect  union. 


66  TO  DAY  AND  TO-MORROW. 

J.  L.  McCreert.  By  permission  of  Geo.  F.  Koot. 


r  Awake.my  soul !  with  eager  zeal  The  daily  task  beginning ;  For 
I  What  tho'with  toil  and  care  oppress' d,The  day  seem  long  and 

dreary  ?  We 
-  -  ^  ^^^^  -^>-; 


r-r 


labor  hath  its  pleasures  real,  And  doubly  worth  the  winning.  \ 
should  not  know  the  joy  of  rest  If  we  were  never  wea-ry.  j 
D.  s.  patient,  earnest  toil  To-day  Wins  iriumphs  for  To-morrow. 


^  N  !  J 

N    S    1  I 

The 

_  i 

nup!  andbanis 

h  sloth  away,  N 

or  care  nor  troi 

ible  borrow,  For 

 i  

^1 — t — ^ — ^ 

2. 

For  God  designed  that  man  should  gain 

His  living  by  his  labor  ; 
And  he  far  worse  than  lives  in  vain 

Who  lives  upon  his  neighbor. 
Though  lily  bauds  and  costly  clothes 

Are  often  won  by  shirking, 
Still  "  nature's  noblemen  "  are  those 

Who  earn  their  bread  by  working. 
Then  up!  and  banish  sloth  away, 

With  labor  brave  and  thorough ; 
For  those  too  proud  to  work  To-day 

May  beggars  prove  To-morrow. 


TO-DAY  AND  TO-MORROW. 


3. 

What  though  the  needless  crowd  around 

May  greet  you  with  their  laughter? 
It  proves  that  they  have  never  found 

What  we  a"^e  seeking  after ; 
The  lofty  joj  ,  the  pure  delight, 

That  light ;  the  path  of  duty — 
That  makes  the  earth  about  us  bright, 

And  life  a  thing  of  beauty. 
Then  up,  ar  d  banish  sloth  away, 

At  work-1  ;ench  or  in  furrow ; 
Let  others  J  augh  at  us  to-day — 

WeHl  iau(  ,h  at  them  to-morrov?'. 
4. 

This  lessor  Nature  still  instills, 

As  well  i  s  Revelation — 
That  everi  thing  created,  fills 

Some  ch  ism  in  creation  ; 
There's  n(  t  a  grass  blade  in  the  vale, 

Or  flow(  r  that  looks  to  heaven, 
To  which,  could  we  but  read  the  tale, 

Some  u^e  has  not  been  given ; 
Then  up!  let  us,  of  nobler  clay, 

From  these  a  lesson  borrow; 
For  sloth  and  idleness  To-day 

Will  bring  regret  To-morrow. 
5. 

The  mealiest  worm  that  crawls  the  dust, 

Before  its  life  is  ended, 
Accomplishes  the  purpose  just 

For  which  it  was  intended; 
Think  ye  that  man  alone  hath  been 

Placed  in  the  world  to  mar  it  ? 
Shall  we  live,  and  our  fellow-men 

Be  none  the  better  for  it? 
No !  Idt  us  lend  a  feeble  ray 

To  light  the  gloom  of  sorrow; 
For  we,  who  proffer  aid  To-day, 

May  need  the  same  To-morrow. 
6. 

We  each  can  make,  tho'  small  and  weak, 

The  world  a  little  brighter ; 
With  every  cheering  word  we  speak, 

Somebody's  heart  is  lighter ; 
And  should  misfortune  be  our  share, 

With  grief  and  pain  attended, 
Each  pang  with  patience  let  us  bear — 

We  know  'twill  soon  be  ended! 
Though  rough  and  thorny  be  our  way. 

And  paved  with  pain  and  sorrow — 
Though  we  may  sow  in  tears  To-day, 

We'll  reap  in  joy  To-morrow. 


68  LABORERS'  SONG. 

Words  by  Abel  C.  Thomas.       Music  by  J.  P.  Webster, 


1.   Tho^  the  win  -  ter   be  cheer-less  and  cold. 


And  the  wild  winds  are     bow  -  ing  the  trees, 


In 


prom-  ise   the  Spring  we    be  -  hold, 


 i^r      9i  1 

And  re  -  ^ 



ioice  with  the  bin 
pi-  f 

is    and  the 

^1 

bees. 

1  ^ 

-  "--^-r--4 

 ^ 

^ — ' 

Chorus. 


 1 

5^-1 

Bud  and 
Bud  and  bio 

jiL.  jst 

4--  V 

bloom,            Sweet  per 
om,  sweet  perfume,  Bud  and  b 

fume, 

loom,  sweet  perfume, 

i  III 

 pEl__^5^  

i  ^ — ^ — j  u 
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And  the  fruit  in  its  time  Na-ture  yields  ; 

sweet  perfume, 


-f-   ^   ^  -m-  -m- 

s — ^ — y—L 
1 — f^-^ 

■^-i.-  

* — — r — 1  fe^ — ^ — !  

Bud  and 

J:.  J 

^  . 

bloom,             sweet  perfume, 

sweet  perfume,  Bud  aod  bloom,  sweet  perfume, 

i      ^  i  ^.  J  J  ^^  J 

In  the  axe  and  the  conquering  plough, 
The  harrowing  and  mellowing  spade, 

We  the  symbols  of  labor  avow, 
The  tools  of  our  industry  made. 
Cho. — Bud  and  bloom,  &c. 


From  the  hour  that  we  scatter  the  seed, 
To  the  day  when  the  harvest  we  glean, 

Only  peace  from  the  Father  we  need, 
To  make  us  devoutly  serene. 
Cho, — Bud  and  bloom,  &c. 


70  HITHER  COiVlE, 

Mrs.  E.  R.  Smith,  Kewanee,  111. 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 


— -1 

^  J  As  the  shades  Qf       evening    soft  -  I7 
\  Brightly,  through  the  gathering  dark  -  ness, 

^^^^  — ^  W  >g  — jg  W-      Itf  U  ^ 

iJL4  i~  1       i  —  -1—1  \~      i     _    i  : 


O  -  ver  town  and  country  fall.  >  And,  as  we  were 
Shine  the  lights  from  Patrons'Hall.  / 


-(  r 


wont  to  hast-en,   Fondly    to     our  father's  home, 

^       ^       H*.        J  .      >     J         „  _  _-f^„-p- 


i  1  1  h 


-i  1- 


Guided  by  the  ev'ning  lamp-light,  Brothers,  sisters, 
^  ^  »      J.        J  ^ 

1  li-M — 


-t  1  1  1~ 


HITHER  COME. 
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1 — ' — ' — ^  1 

^       J  _ 

^ 

hith  -  er  come, 

Gui(j^-  ed  by 

Jhe 

t=w — — , —  1 

^— 1  -h- 

I  .  ..  1... 

1  ev'ninglamp-Iight, 
1   ^    10.  ^ 

Brothers,  sisters,  hith-  er  come 

1 — j  ^  1 — J 

2. 

May  kind  Heav'n  the  glad  day  hasten, 
When,  in  one  fraternal  band, 

We  may  number  in  our  Order 
All  who  till  this  smiling  land. 

As  a  mighty  host  with  banners, 
Peaceful  victories  will  we  gain; 

."Jiloved  by  Bight's  resistless  purpose, 
Held  by  Love's  electric  chain. 
3. 

Serfs  and  vassals  then  no  longer, 

Chain'd  to  ceaseless  labor's  oar, 
Deaf  to  Heaven's  highest  teaching, 

Blind  to  Nature's  grandest  lore; 
But  with  minds  that  honor  freedom, 

Strong  in  strength  that  shields  the  weak. 
And,  with  freemen's  peaceful  weapons, 

We'll  enforce  the  rights  we  seek. 


72  LABORER, 

F.  M.  Croy,  Fairfield,  Iowa. 


-1 — 

- 1  J  J  j  -tJ-^f 

1.  As  we 

go  forth  to  l$b 

OTj  And  to 

il  within  the  field, 

l-H—i 

hrH 

s 

— r~n 

God  bless  with  us  each  neighbor,  And  give  a  glorious  yield. 
D,  s.  "Within  our  peaceful  border  He  must  prepare  the  soil. 


I  1 


1  1 


B.S. 


May 


each  observe  with  order,  As  he  goes  forth  to  toil, 

-•  -  I  -  ^-f-^r  -  -  -  ^  ^ 


We  pay  you  for  your  wages 

No  silver,  neitl>er  gold, 
But  with  our  Golden  Pages,^ 

True  wisdom  we  unfold. 
And  when  we  cease  our  Labors, 

To  rest  beneath  the  sod, 
May  we,  with  these,  our  neighbors, 

Kepose  our  Faith  in  God.f 


*  The  Ritual. 


^  Sign  of  First  Degree. 


SOWING  AND  REAPING.  73 

Music  hj  John  M.  Evans. 


1.  He  that  goeth  forth  with  weeping,  Bearing  precious  seed  in 

2.  Sow  thy  s&ed,  be  never  wea]t||    I^et  no  fears  thy  soul  an- 


•S  — ~  — ^ 


love,  Nev-er  tir  -  ing,  nev-ersleep-ing,  Findeth 
noy;        Be   the  pros  -  pect  ne'er  so  drea-ry,  Thoushak 


-I — r 


mer  -  cy  from  a  -  bove. 
reap    thefraitof  joy. 


Soft  d«  -  scend  the  dews  of 
Lo,  the  scene    of  verdure 


Heav'n,  Bright  the  ray 
bright'ning!  See  the  ris 


ce  -  les-tial  shine ; 
ing  grain  ap  -  pear ; 


Precious 
Look  a- 


74    THE  HAND  THAT  HOLDS  THE  BREAD. 

To  the  Farmers  c/  America. 
By  permission  of  Geo.  F.  Koot,  "Wabash  Aye.,  Chica^ga. 


Brothers  of  the  plow !  Tne  power  is  with  you;  The  world  in  ezpect- 
Brothers  of  the  plow !  In  calm  and  quiet  might,  You' ve  waited  long  & 


ation  waits  For  action  prompt  and  true,  Oppression  stalks  abraad,Mo 
patiently,  For  what  was  yours  by  right,  A  fair  reward  for  toil,  A 


3  - 


 ^ 


^^^^^^^^ 


Bopolies  abound;Their  giant  hands  already  clutch  The  tillers  of  the 

[ground. 

free  and  open  field.  An  honest  share  for  wife  and  home  Of  what  your 

[harvests  yield. 
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ike '  then, 
r       g  :  1 

aw 

ake!  1 

great  world  must  be  fed,  i 

Lnd 



1    '  1 

hi — 1^— J 

14^ 

jS-J — 

Heav-en  gives  the  pow-er  To    the  hand  that  holds  the 


bread ;  Yes!  brothers  of  the  plow,  The  people  must  be  fed,  And 


Hea-V6iigiv«sth9  power  To  the  hand  that  holds  the  bread. 


i 


3.  Brothers  of  the  plow ! 

Come,  rally  once  again. 
Come,  gather  from  the  prairie  wide, 

The  hillside,  and  the  plain  ; 
Not  as  in  days  of  yore. 

With  trump  of  battle's  sound, 
But  come,  and  make  the  world  respect 

The  tillers  of  the  ground. 


On  ^v^hich  he'd  choose  to  dwell,  On  which  he'd  choose  to  dwell. 


2  For  every  one  unto  himself 
Commits  a  grievous  sin, 
Who  bars  the  blessed  sunshine  out, 
And  shuts  the  shadows  in 

8  The  clouds  may  wear  their  saddest  robes 
The  sun  refuse  to  smile, 
And  sorrow,  with  its  troop  of  ilia, 
May  threaten  us  the  while ; 

4  But  still  the  gentle  heart  has  power 
A  sunbeam  to  provide ; 
And  only  those  whose  souls  are  dark 
Pwell  on  life's  shady  side. 


WORK,  FOR  THE  NIGHT  IS  COMING.  77 

From  "Song  Garden." 


1.  Work,  for  the  night  is  comin^^Rrk  thro'the  morning  hours.; 
2-  Work,  for  the  ni^ht  is  comi^^'^ork  thro'  the  sunny  noon  ; 
3.  Work,  for  the  night  is   com-ing,  Under  the  sunset  skies.; 


Work  while  the  day  is  sparkling,  Work  'mid  springing  flowers; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor,  Rest  comes  sure  and  soon  ; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing,  Work,  for  day-light  fliea. 


Work  when  the  day  grows  brijfhter,  Work  in  th«  fi«v!ng  sua* 
Give  ev'ry  fly-ing    mo  -  ment  Something  to  k^^y  in  store, 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fad-  eth,  Fadeth  to  shine  no  more, 


Work,  for  t 
Work,  for  t 
Work  while 

J  _^ 

ie  night  is  com-ing,  When  man's  work 
tie  night  is  com-ing.  When  man  works  i 
,  the  night  is  dark'ning,  When  man's  wo 

M    1  ■     J  .-jS^  f  p 

is  done. 
10  more, 
rk  is  o'er. 

i 

I 


SPEED  THE  BROTHERHOOD. 


"What  nerves  the  heart,  what  spurs  the  feet 

Of  these  bold  trav'lers  in  the  way? 
What  bow  of  promise  in  the  sky 

Gives  token  of  a  brighter  day ! 
They  are  the  monarchs  of  the  soil, 

The  noblest  powers  that  rule  the  earth, 
Their  calling,  at  creation's  dawn. 

In  Eden's  garden  had  its  birth. 


Their  charter  by  the  Master's  hand 

Was  signed,  and  witnessed  by  his  eye, 
And  the  recording  angel  keep:* 

A  transcript  in  the  Grange  on  high. 
And  these  brave  men,  who  long  have  felt 

Oppressor's  grinding,  crushing  heel, 
Arise  in  legions,  as  one  man, 

To  conquer, — not  with  brand  or  steeL 
4. 

But,  in  the  majesty  of  right. 

In  honor  pure,  in  purpose  true, 

They  fling  tlieir  glorious  banner  out, 

j^The  favoriug  gales  of  Heaven  to  woo. 

vh,  speed  them.  Father !  Thou  hast  said, 
"Seed-time  and  harvest  shall  be  thine;" 

Bless  those  whose  heritage  of  toil 
Is  sanctioiled  by  Thy  will  Divine. 
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RALLY  ROUND  THE  GRANGE. 

By  permisfiion  of  G.  F.  Root. 


1.  We  will      ral  -  Ijf   round  the  Grange,  we  will 

2.  We  will    gath  -  er     for     the   con  -  fllict,  with 


ral  -  ly  once  a  -  gain,  Shout-ing  the  Farmer's  cry  of 
ear-nest  heart  and  true,  Shout-ing  the  Farmer's  cry  of 


3^ 


Freedom. 
Freedom. 


We  will   ral  -  ly      to    the  Grange,  our 
The    world  will  bless  our  progress  in  the 


rights  to  maintain.  Shouting  the  Farmer's  cry  of  Freedom, 
work  we  have  to  do,    Shouting  the  Farmer's  cry  of  Freedom. 


RALLY  ROUND  THE  GRANGE.  g  I 

Chorus.  ^ 


The 

1 

Pa  -  Irons  f 

9r  -  ev  -  er,  l 

lurra 

S-  1 

h,  then,  1 

lurrj 

ihl 

Down  with  th  'o-pres  -  sor,    up   with  our  star,    Wo  will 


-4— ip* — 1 

1^ 

,  1  1 

^ 

— pi 

 9 

ral- 


to 


the  Grange,  our  rights 
— ^ — 


to  maintain, 


Shout  -  ing 


the 


— ^ — m- 


Farm-  er's 

^«  ^SL 


cry 


of 


Free  ■ 


dom, 
— ^ 


3  We  are  springing  from  the  hillsides  and  coming  from  the 

Shouting  the  Farmer's  cry  of  Freedom,  [valleys. 
We  will  hurry  from  our  Farms,  in  the  (Granges  to  rally, 
Shouting  the  Farmer's  cry  of  Freedom. 
Cho. — The  Patrons,  &c. 

4  We  will  gather  for  the  right  cause,  with  honest  heart  and 

Shouting  the  Farmer's  cry  of  Freedom.  [hand. 
Come,  Farmers,  one  and  all',  and  join  our  Social  Band, 
Shouting  the  Farmer's  cry  of  Freedom. 
O^.—The  Patrons,  &c. 


81%,  POMONA. 

Words  and  Music  by  Mrs.  Amanda  M.  Huff. 
Allegro  eon  spirito. 


1.  Come,  come,    come,   Spring,with  a  hearty  good 


cheer,    We'll  plow  and    we'll     sow,  and 


flow-ers  we'll  grow.  To  beau-  ti  -  ij      all  the 


POMONA. 
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beau 

beau-  ti-fy, 


t'^-fyj  Beauti-fy 
beau-ti-fy, 


all 


the  year. 


2. 

Come,  come,  come 
Summer,  with  fruit  and  with  flowers, 
The  choicest  and  best,  for  Patrons  who  come 
To  the  shade  of  our  sweet-scented  bowers. 
Our  beautiful,  beautiful,  sweet-scented  bowers. 
3. 

Come,  come,  come 
Autumn,  with  rich  golden  grain, 
The  husbandman  sings  as  he  gathers  his  sheaves, 

Our  labor  has  not  been  in  vain, 
O,  joyfully,  gratefully,  labor  has  not  been  in  vain. 
4. 

Come,  come,  come. 
In  winter  all  come  to  the  Grange, 
As  Patrons  of  Husbandry,  join  hand  in  hand, 

And  plans  for  the  future  arrange, 
In  harmony,  harmony  ail  to  arrange. 
5. 

Come,  come,  come, 

Come  to  the  banquet  of  love. 
When  seed-time  and  harvest  have  ended  below, 

We'll  rest  in  the  mansions  above. 
The  beautiful,  beautiful  mansions  above. 
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FUNERAL  HYMN. 


1.  Oh,  fond  -  ly     we  gath  - 

2.  Thy    la-  bors  are    end  - 


ed, 


be  -  side  thee  to-  day, 
and  calm-ly    to  rest 


-r— t- 


Thy  form  in  earth's  bo  -  som  we  ten  -  der  -  ly  lay ; 
We    lay  thee  where  sor  -  row  shall  nev  -  er   mo  -  lest. 


But  still,  raid  our  sor  -  row,  one  thought  will  re-  main, 
Cut  down  from  a  -  mong  us,    like  earth's  ripened  grain, 


1^ 


glo  -  ry,  shall  blos-som  a  -  gain  ! 
glad-ness    thou'rt  gar-ner'd  a  -  gain  ! 


Thy  spir  -  it,  in 
In    yon  Home  of 


We'll  miss  thee,  our  comrade,  and  fondly  we'll  speak 
Thy  goodness  and  kindness,  with  tear-moistened  cheek* 
And  when  we  shall  gather,  who  sadly  remain, 
Thy  mem'ry  shall  bloom  in  its  freshness  again! 
4. 

Then  rest  thee,  beloved  one,  from  toil  and  from  care, 
At  home  with  the  Master,  in  mansions  so  fair; 
Thy  harvest  is  gathered,  away  from  life's  pain; 
We  kaow  we  shall  meet  thee,  dear  comrade,  again  I 


guides  were  all  robed  in  pure  white ;  The  boat  was  full-mantled 

with 


gar  -  land,         The     en  -  sign     and    pen-  dent  were 


light,  were        light,  were  .  .  light. 


2. 

The  shores  were  all  lined  with  white  lilies, 
The  strand  with  pure  diamonds  there  shone, 

A  bright  angel  band,  decked  with  laurels, 
Formed  an  escort  to  welcome  her  home. 
3. 

Then  why  should  we  mourn  her  departaro, 
Well  knowing  our  loss  is  her  gain  ; 

We  shall  soon  cross  that  beautiful  river, 
And  to  our  arms  fold  her  again. 
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OPENING  SONG. 


1.  We  have  come  to  the  Granpre,  where 'tis  joyful  to  raeet  Our 

2,  Oh,  our  hearts  they  are  glad  for  what  Ileav'n  has  sent,  The 


friends  and  com  -  pan  -  ions  in 
smiles  of    the    sky   that  is 


■  ni-  ty  sweet;  Now  our 
ver  us  bent:    For  the 


.  la  -  bor  is  done,  and  to  rest  and  re  -  pose  We 
grand,  teeming  earth,  in     its  wealth  and   its  pride,  And 

-41-^-1^ 


. — K— ^ —  ■■  ^ 

bid     a    fond    wcl-come  at 
lov  -  ing  com  -  pan-  ions,  who 

f    p  ^ 

•    -Oh  -m- 

dcy's  wea  -  ry  close, 
toil    at    our  side. 

OPENING  SONG.  87 

Chorus. 


Then,  P 

a-tr© 

ns,  in 

joy, 

come  ga  -  ther    a  -  round, 

Con-  cord*rand  har  -  mo  -  ny     with  us     be    found ! 


BowK^with  the  spite  and   the  hate  that   estrange,  And 

-g— -r  7^  J  -r 


long  live    the  Peace  that    we    find     at  the  Grange. 


8. 

Let  us  all  to  our  tasks  and  our  duties  repair; 
With  hearts  that  are  grateful,  we  rest  in  God's  care  I 
In  our  counsels  may  Wisdom  and  Justice  prevail, 
And  Friendship  and  Trust,  in  our  Order,  ne'er  fail  ! 
Then,  Patrons,  in  joy,  &e. 


88  HAIL  TO  THE  FARMER  I 

J.  Offenbach.  Arr.  by  A.  Hull. 


( This  is  the  scythe  of  i 
'  ( Fast  fall  the  grain-ran 

he  Farm- 
ks  around 

(it    -fS.  - 

er,      Wielded  t 
him,     Plen-ty  a 

Tith 

'  i 

t — 

'1 

1^ 

5^ 

Chorus. 


HAIL  TO  THE  FARMER. 


Hail  to  the  Farmer !  the  Farmer !  the  1 


Patrons,  plow 


ll — ] 

/7s 

1  j  1  1 

!  We'll  hoe  oiir  owt).  row !  Hail  to  the  Farm-er !  tiie 


Friendship  and  Concord,  to  Fraud  and  to  Faction  a  foe ! 


This  is  the  Plow  of  the  Farmer, 

P'ollowed  with  manliness  and  might! 
Grandly  the  hard  earth  upturning, 

Bringing  its  fruitfulness  to  light  t 
Still  firm  and  independent, 

Onward  his  course  shall  be; 
Blessings  forever  attend  us, — 

The  Patrons  of  Husbandry  I 
Cho, — Hail  to  the  Farmer !  Ac 


JO  CLOSING  SONG. 

J.  R.  Thomas.   Arr.  by  A.  Hull. 


1.   Pa-trons,  now  the  hour  has  come  "Wlien  our 


steps  must  homeward  wend ;    Keep  our  precepts  while  we 


-> — I  1« 

roam,  What-so  -  e^ 

7  -  er    the  ye 

ars  may 

send. 

■  r"  c 

5^ 

-■  1 

Pray  that  heav'n  may  guide  us  all,  Till  we  here  shall  meet  a-  / 


Good  -  bye,     till  we 


meet 

/2^  . 


a  -  gain. 


Hand  and  hand,  still  may  we  toil, 

Blest  by  Heav'ns  untiring  lovo, 
Here  amid  earth's  dark  turmoil 

Symboling  His  will  above. 
Oh,  in  every  heart  and  mind 

May  His  Trust  and  Truth  remain ; 
Unto  all  His  ways  resigned, 

May  we  fondly  meet  again. 
Patrons,  Patrons, 

Good-bye,  till  we  meet  again ! 
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RALLYING  SONG. 


Words  by  Rosetta  L.  Sutton. 
Boldly. 


Music  by  J.  J.  Hooz>. 


1.  Hark  to  the  clarion,  tlie  echoes  a  -  wak-ing, 

2.  Cast  off  the  chains  that  for  ages  have  bound  you, 


Call-  ing  the  brown-handed  children  of    toil ; 
Break  them  like  withes  in  your  God-given  power; 


j» — ^.  ..^^ ... 

 --^  t  r 

Bright 
Bear  n 

ly  the  dawn  of   a  n< 
ot  the  bur-  dens  of 

if — *  1- — * — fc. 

3W  day  is  breaking, 
i  -  dlers  around  yon. 

E^use  from  your  lethar-  gy,  Sons    of  the  soil  I 
CrushM  in  con-fu  -  si  on  your  Shylocks  will  cower. 


RALLYING  80NG. 


Ral-ly,  true  hearts,  to  the  cir  -  cle  of  Brotherfiood, 


8-J— ^.  ^hJ-^ 

srpH — 5t~^ 

A  -  ble    to    con-  quer,  and  strong  to  en- 

dure, 

Hon-or  and  Truth  are  the  Husbandman's  heritage, 


 H 

0  1 

I  "  "  \ — tj 

^    t  ^ 

1  

U  -  nion  is  strength,  and  the  vie  -  to  -  ry  sure. 
T   T  .jiz — » — ^  ,  ^  ^-^-r- 


■iS  p—  — M>  |g— ?  B 

t^" — y  1  I        — % 


Leave  the  old  paths  where  your  fathers,  unheeded, 
Wrought  out  existence  'mid  poverty's  pain ; 

Lo  I  in  your  hands  are  the  keys  that  they  needed, 
Let  them  not  rust  with  inaction  again. — Cho. 
4. 

Punish  the  knave  who  has  smiled  and  betrayed  you. 
Masters  I  no  longer  as  suppliants  sue,  [yo^^> 

Grasp  the  warm  hands  that  have  reached  out  to  aid 
Be  to  yourselves  and  humanity  true. — CAo. 


94     AUegro.         THE  FARMER. 


c/                                w       ^  \^ 

1,   Drive   on,  tliou  stur  -  dy 

r&riu    -    er,  Drive 

—1  ^      >      Z  ^~ 

—  }-:  — 

cheer-ly    o'er   the   field ;  The  plea  -  suxes    of  a 


farm-  er's  life   No     oth  -  er    life  can    rield,  The 


pleasures  of    a  Farmer's  life  2so  oth  -  er  life  can  yield. 

-f-  -f-  .  p  '  ^   ^   ■  #  :  m   m^-^   ,  g  


2  Thou  risest  \rith  the  morning  sun. 

To  till  the  fruitful  earth ; 
And  when  thy  daily  task  is  done, 
Tbou  seek'st  thy  peaceful  hearth. 

3  Thon  lovest  not  the  gaudy  town, 

With  its  tumultuous  roar  ; 
Plenty  and  peace  thy  fireside  cro\rn, 
And  thou  dost  ask  no  mure. 

4  Monarchs,  with  robes  in  crimson  ayed< 

Are  low,  compared  to  thee. 
They  are  the  pampered  sons  of  pride; 
Tliou'rt  God's  nobility ! 

5  Go  on,  thoij  sturdy  firmer, 

Tread  thankfully  th-3  sod; 
Thy  proud  and  goodly  heritage. 
Thou  chosen  man  of  God. 


HOME  OF  THE  PATRON.  95 

Music  by  J.  J.  Hood. 


1^1  J  1 

H  K=T — p 

1 — 1  1  ^  f-1 

^    1.  A 

qui-  et  hone,  Whe 
1^'        ^ — ^ 

re  love  and  peace  are 

^^=^ 

found, 

4 — i  1  n 

I  1— 

f=4— 

1  Where  each  in   love  \ 

erforms  his   VTill-  ing  pari 

^^^^^ 

t  ^ 

Where  cheer-  M-ness  and   swest  con-  tent    a  -  bound, 


Such  is 


the  homo  that  wins  uj>  -  on  the 


heart 


2  A  home  where  shade-trees  and  luxuriant  vine, 

And  shrub,  and  plant,  in  all  their  beauty  grow, 
And  bright  birds  sing,  and  fond  affections  twine, 
Ah,  this  is  home, — a  paradise  below 

3  Seek  ye,  O  Patrons,  for  the  pure  and  good, 

Oh,  seek  ye  Jove  above  all  other  prize, 
For  this  possessed,  and  rightly  understood, 
Ye  need  not  wait  for  bliss  beyond  the  skies  I 


96  OUR  INDUSTRIAL  ARMY. 


Music  by  Jno.  R-  Sweney. 


1.  Unfurl,  unfarl  the  Patrons'  banner,  Emblazon'd  with  the 


fields  with  golden    har-  vests  how,  Ho,  brothers,  strong,  and 


brave,  and  trusty,  And  sisters,  fsiir,  and  sweet,  and  tme.  Join 


OUR  INDUSTRIAL  ARMY. 


realms  a-  new,  To  con- 


Na-ture's  realms  a  -  new. 

 0- 


2.  We  leave  behind  the  deadly  rifle, 

We  bring  no  sword  or  gleaming  spear, 
We  drag  along  no  black-mouthed  cannon ; 

Far  better  weapons  have  we  here, — 
Our  axes  bright  to  clear  the  forest, 

Strong  spades  of  steel  to  delve  the  soil, 
And  sickles  for  the  bounteous  harvest, 

Which  rewardeth  cheerful  toil. 

3.  Our  choppers  clear  the  field  for  action, 

The  plowshare  marks  our  battle  lines, 
Our  earth-works  are  the  vineyard  trenches 

We've  planted  with  the  fruitful  vines. 
With  luscious  grapes  and  wine  for  gladness, 

With  harvest  feast  and  songs  of  mirth, 
Now  go  we  forth  in  serried  order, 

The  peaceful  conquerors  of  the  earth. 

4.  Fall  in,  Iowa's  sons  and  daughters, 

True  Patrons  of  the  mighty  West, 
Full  proudly  Carolina  joins  you, 

With  Mississippi  and  the  rest. 
Vermonters  here  strike  hands  with  Texans, 

In  our  fraternal  mystic  "  grip;" 
We're  Northern,  Southern,  Eastern,  Western^ 

But  with  one  pass- word  on  the  lip. 


THE  ARMY  OF  HUSBANDMEN. 


Words  by  Rojetta  L.  Sutton. 
db-—- r  M^^J  h 


Music  by  A.  Hull. 


t  Hear  ye  the  tramp  of  the  army,  Marching  o'er  hillside  &  vale? 


Hear  ye  the  sound  of  the  music,  Borne  on  the  cheerful  gale  ? 


!     I  I 


Whence  comes  this  conqu'ringarmy?  Strange  the  device  they  bear, 


N  1 

1^ 

Plowshares  &  sheaves  on  their  banners,  Gleaming  aloft  in  the  air. 


THE  ARMY  OF  HUSBANDMEN.  99 
Chorus.  w     ^    i     I  )   


Tis  the  ar  -  my   of  husband-men 


gathering,  Tis  the 


in-coming  tide  of  their  might;  To  shatter  the  strongholds  of 


.  Steady  their  march  and  resistless, 
Bloodless  battles  they  will  wage, 
Yet  shall  the  list  of  the  fallen 

Closely  write  history's  page. 
Long  have  they  borne  with  oppression, 

Patiently  toiled  for  this  hour; 
In  their  united  uprising 

Who  shall  set  bounds  to  their  power?— 
3.  Hail  to  the  conquering  army  ! 

Greet  them  with  garlands  and  song ; 
Peaceful  and  pure  is  their  mission/ 

Countless  their  numbers,  and  strong. 
Falsehood  shall  cower  before  them, 
Baseness  shrink  back  to  its  lair, 
Hearts  bowed  and  sore  be  uplifted, 
Heaven^s  free  sunlight  to  share. — Cho. 


Cho. 


m  TAKE  A  FIRM  STAND. 

Words  by  C.  W.  H/  Melody  by  A.  M.  HtnPP. 


1.  All  hail !  brother  Patron,  come,  give  us  your 

2.  The  Pres-  i-  dent,  Cab'net,  and  Congress,  and 


hand,  And  maidens  and  matrons,  the  joy  of  our  * 
court,  We'll  learn  their  proceedings,  and  make  a  re- 


 1 

=3^ 

3 

band,  We'll  shout  for  the  light  that  dawns  on  us  now,  As 
port,  And  plans  for  the  future  we  will  arrange,  When 


i 


Pa-trons  of  Hus-band-ry 
Pa-trons  of  Hus-band-rv 


ful  -  fil  their  vow. 
meet  at  their  Grange. 


TAKE  A  FIRM  STAND. 

CH0RT7S.  I  N 
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We'll  take  a  firm  stand,  yes,  take  a  firm  stand ; 


K 

1     ,     .        A  ^ 

^  ^ 

Ev^-ry  true  Pa-tron  will 


take  a    firm  stand, 


PARTING. 

For  Tuney  seepage  24 

1  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 

Our  hearts  in  social  love ;  | 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  When  we  asunder  part, 

It  gives  us  inward  pain ; 
But  we  will  still  be  joined  in  heart, 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 


102       HO!  PATRONS  OF  HUSBANDRY. 

Wordr  by  A.  M.  J.  Music  by  J.  J.  HoOD. 


 N  1  , 

^1  j-J^-!  4| 

1.  Come  a 

2.  Serfs  r 

md 
0  n 

join  the, 
lore,  but 

oyfal son 
masters 

:  i:  > 

g,  Which  our  woods  and 
ihey.  Who  o'er  Nature's 

■ .?  J  J 1  ■ 

-1 

fields  prolong,  Let  the   e  -  cho  ring  from  val-  ley 
gardens  sway,  Crown' d  with  garlands  pluck'd  from  * 

their  own 

-  '  1  i  "  u  r  1  1- 

hill  and  glen!  Freedom  smiles  with  lovelier  grace, 
vine  and  tree.  We  will  take  and  wear  the  crown, 
J     _      ^.    ^  it  ^ 


Gives  a  new  boon  to  the  race, — Crown  of  lib  -  er 
Now  Mo-  nop-  0  '  ly  goes  down  !  We  are  swinging 


HOI  PATRONS  OF  HUSBANDRY.  j03 

Chorus. 


iy  and  wealth  to  working-men.  Ring  the  glad  belle! 
in  -  to  line  with  all  the  free  I 


answer  freedom's  call !  Lay  upon  the  altar  fruit  &  grain, 


Ring  the  glad  bells  !  shout,  E-  qual  rights  to  all; 


Come  and  join  in  Freedom's  glad    re  -  firzdn. 

^ 


Truest  m  on  arch  s  of  the  soil 

Are  the  noble  sons  of  toil, 
Nature's  stores  to  them  their  richest  treasures  yield ; 

Then  respond  to  this  true  call, 
"  Free  and  equal  rights  to  all," 
Now  the  Farmer  is  true  monarch  of  his  field,— Cfeo. 


104  SONG  OF  THE  GRANGE. 

Words  by  Abel  C.  Thomas.  Music  by  J.  J.  Hood. 


1.  O'er  nature,  when  winter  winds  dismal -ly  blow, 

2.  The  Lord  of  the  harvest  his  promise  will  keep, 


Her  heart  is  a- live,  thoMier  puls-es  be  low; 
That  whoso  hath  scat-ter'd  shall  cer-tain>-ly  reap ; 

J  w  *  g 


mm 


And  prophecy  comes  with  the  sing-  ing  of  birds, 
And  germS|that  the  earth  in  its    bosom  re-ceives. 


The  springing  of  grass,  and  the  lowing  of  herds. 
With  Ceres,  shall  shout  in  her  rich  golden  sheaves. 

^    ^     _     .    ^  ^ 


SONG  OF  THE  GRANGE. 
Chorus^    N    ^    _^    h    N  .  i  i 
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All  hail  to  the  heau-ti-  ful  fields,  With  bounty  that 


o  -  ver  -  flow ;     All  hail  to    the     liv  -  ing 


i 


seed      We  trustfal-  ly     plant   or    sow :  All 


hai^ 

,  all 

— 

hail,   all  ] 

lail  to  t 

le  bountiful  1 

— r  r  r  - 

ields. 

The  newly-burst  buds  of  the  vines  and  the«trees 
Are  kissed  by  the  dew,  and  the  fresh  rustling  breeze ; 
And  gardens  and  orchards  in  fruitfulness  greet 
Pomona's  sweet  breath,  and  the  print  of  her  feet.-Gfeo. 
4. 

O  dim  is  the  vision  that  does  not  behold 
The  wide  realm  of  nature  in  blessings  unfold, 
When  Flora  comes  forth  with  her  blossoming  train, 
To  garnish  the  earth  ^  her  holy  domain. — Cho, 


i06    BEAUTIFUL  GRANGE  THAT  WE  LOVE  f 


)      IS  N 

1.  Beantifal  Grange  thai  we  lo7e^    Em-bl^  of  order  sad 
3.  6and-^d  h  ho2K)r  asd  joy,   Sweet  is  tbe  tie  that  ei^ 

1.  ^ 

diHty!  Fair  as  the  placets  a-boye;  Lead-ingour 
folds  OS !    Far    be  the  band  would  deelTo  j  ABght  of  the 


hearts  by  thy  beantj)  Wisdom,  and  fri^dship,  and  peaee^ 
friendship  thai  holds  us!  Yielding,  fair  Grange,  unto  thee^ 


1 

^  1^ 

K 

IK      ..J  1 

Patrons  in  -  creas 
pathway  must  be, 

9,       Ev  -  er  ii 
Wliile  on  Hea 

1  du-ty  ex-  celling ! 
v'n's  bounty  rely-ing. 

CHoaus. 


Grange  of  our  hope  and  our  pride,    Nev-  er  from  thee  may  we 


"la-^-fc—  3'  if  J  t 

^  ^    ^  J^^  1  i  1 

rove!        Trust,   in  ti 

hr^  .ir^r  r-4 

ty  councils  a  -  bide,—  ^ 

1^ 

H 

Beau-tifol  Grange  that 

welove! 

rrust,  in  thy  couneils  a- 
 i   J__  L  PFHr 

bide,      Beau-ti  -  ftil,  heau-  ti-  M  Grange  that  we  love ! 


108    Plough  Deep"  's  the  Motto  of  the  Patrons. 

J^or  Tane^  see  page  80. 

There's  a  sound  upon  the  breeze,  and  they  hear  it  from  afar^— 

"  Plough  deep  " 's  the  motto  of  the  Patrons ! 
There's  a  mnion  in  the  Grange  that  the  world  can  never  mar, — 

"  Plough  deep  " 's  the  motto  of  the  Patrons  I 
Chorus. 

Plough  deep  forever  I  Patroua  arise  ? 

Fraud  and  contention  forever  despise  ! 
We  can  tarry  for  the  harvest^  growing  day  by  d»y, 

"  Plough  deep  " 's  the  motto  of  the  Patrons. 
2. 

From  the  Granges  of  the  East,  and  the  Granges  of  the  West,— 

"  Plough  deep  " 's  the  motto  of  the  Patrons  I 
Fcom  the  North  and  from  the  South,  in  the  land  we  love  tJie 
Plough  deep  " 's  the  motto  of  the  Patrons  I  [best, — 
8. 

Oh,  we  need  no  Politicians  to  aid  us  in  the  fight, — 

"  Plough  deep"  's  the  motto  of  the  Patrons ! 
We  are  firm  and  self-reliant  in  battling  for  the  right, — 

"  Plough  deep"  's  the  motto  of  the  Patrons  I 
4. 

Bold  Monopoly  and  Faction  we'll  ever  keep  at  bay, — 

"  Plough  deep"  's  the  motto  of  the  Patrons! 
And  Dishonesty  shall  tremble  when  Farmers  clear  the  way,— 

"  Plough  deep  " 's  the  motto  of  the  Patrons ! 

5. 

We  are  rooting  out  corruption  in  the  highways  of  the  land, — 

"  Plough  deep  " 's  the  motto  of  the  Patrons ! 
And  the  mighty  helm  of  State  yet  shall  feel  the  Farmer's  band, 

"  Plough  deep  " 's  the  motto  of  the  Patrons.— Geo.  Goofke. 


Song  of  Friendship. 

For  Tune,  see  page  48. 

1  In  all  our  happy  moments. 

Inspired  with  love  profound, 
Be  snng  thi»  joyful  cliorus, 

By  us  in  Friendship  bound ; 
The  love  which  brought  us  hither 

Now  makes  our  union  strong; 
Its  flames  anew  shall  kindle, 

When  swells  our  grateful  song. 

3  With  ev'ry  step  grows  brighter. 

Our  wid'ning,  onward  way; 
Sources  of  joy  now  treasured, 

Shall  soothe  our  latest  day ; 
And  we  shall  ne'er  grow  weary, 

Tho'  all  else  change  and  fall ; 
But  live  long,  long,  forever. 

Ever  united  al^ 


